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T  H  E 

oamin*  buchte. 


THE 

GLOAMIN*  BUCHTE. 

"In  the  Forest  and  around, 
I  wot  not  by  what  reason  found, 
There  may  a  man  the  Fairies  spy, 
If  Bretons  do  not  tell  a  lie." — VVace. 

"W-^AIRIES,  they  tell  you,  have  fre- 
lirt^    quently  been  heard  and  feen,  nay, 
JB,       that  there  are  fome  living  who 
were  ftolen  away  by  them  and  confined 
feven  years.    According  to  the  defcrip- 
tion  they  give  who  pretend  to  have  feen 
them,  they  are   in  the  fliape  of  men, 
exceeding  little.    They  are  always  clad 
in  green,  and  frequent  the  woods  and 
fields :  when  they  make  cakes  (which  is 
a  work  they  have  often  been  heard  at), 
they  are  very  noisy :  and  when  they  have 
done,  they  are  full  of  mirth  and  paftime. 
"But  generally  they  dance  by  moonlight 
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when  mortals  are  afleep  and  not  capable 
of  feeing  them,  as  may  be  obferved  on 
the  following  morn,  their  dancing  places 
being  very  diftinguifliable.  For,  as  they 
dance  hand-in-hand,  and  fo  make  a  circle 
in  their  dance,  fo  next  day  there  will  be 
feen  rings  and  circles  on  the  grafs." — 
Bourne, 

"      jf^lJL,  thofe  fhapes  you  now  behold, 
^^J^       Were  human  bodies  once,  and 
clothed  in  earthly  mould  ; 
Our  fouls,  not  yet  prepared  for  upper  light. 
Till  doomsday  wander  in  the  fliades  of 
night "  {Dryden), 

"  ^%  Y  wells,  and  gills,  in  meadows  green, 
J]B    We  nightly  dance  our  hey-day 
guife  ; 

And,  to  our  Fairy  King  and  Queen, 
We  chant  our  moonlight  minftrelfies : 

When  larks  'gin  fing, 

Away  we  fling, 
And  babes  new-born  ileal  as  we  go. 

An  elf  in  bed 

We  leave  inftead,  * 
And  wend  us  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho  ! ' 
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THE  following  from  White's  MS.  par- 
tially illuftrates  "The  Gloamynge 
Buchte,"  which  firft  appeared  in  a  fmall 
volume  publiflied  at  Jedburgh  in  1824, 
entitled  "Border  Ballads,  etc.,"  by  James 
Telfer.  "  Speakin'  o'  Fairies,"  quoth  Robie 
Oliver  (an  old  fliepherd,  who  lived  at 
Southdean  in  Jedwater,  and  died  about 
1830),  "I  can  tell  ye  about  the  vera  laft 
Fairy  that  was  feen  hereaway.  When  my 
Faither,  Peter  Oliver,  was  a  young  man 
he  lived  at  Hyndlee,  an'  herdit  the  Brock- 
alaw.  Weel,  it  was  the  cuftom  to  milk 
the  yowes  in  thae  days,  an'  my  Faither 
was  buchtin'  the  Brockalaw  yowes  to  twae 
young,  lilh,  clever  hizzies  ae  nicht  i'  the 
gloamin'.  Nae  little  daffin'  an'  gabbin'  gaed 
on  amang  the  threefome,  Ffe  warrant  ye, 
till  at  laft,  juft  as  it  began  to  get  darkifli, 
my  Faither  chancit  to  luik  alang  the  lea  at 
the  head  o'  the  bucht,  an'  what  did  he  see 
but  a  wee  little  creaturie  a'  clad  i'  green, 
an'  wi'  lang  hair,  yellow  as  gowd,  hingin' 
round  its  fhoulders,  comin'  ftraight  for  him, 
whiles  gi'en  a  whink  o'  a  greet,  an'  aye 
atween  its  hands  raifin'  a  queer,  unyirthly 
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cry—"  Hae  ye  feen  Hewie  Milburn  ?  Oh ! 
hae  ye  feen  Hewie  Milburn  ? "  Inftead 
of  anfwering  the  ^  creature,  my  Faither 
fprang  owre  the  buchte  flake  to  be  near 
the  lafTes,  faying,  "  Blifs  us  a —what's 
that  ?  "  "  Ha,  ha  !  Patie  lad,"  quo'  Beffie 
Elliot,  a  free-fpoken  Liddefdale  hempy, 
"  theer  a  wife  com'd  for  ye  the  nicht,  Patie 
lad."  "  A  wife  !  "  faid  my  Faither,  "  may 
the  Lord  keep  me  frae  fie  a  wife  as  that," 
an'  he  confefTed  till  his  deein'  day,  he  was 
in  fic  a  fear  that  the  hairs  o'  his  heed  fluid 
up  like  the  birfes  of  a  hurcheon.  The 
creature  was  nae  bigger  than  a  three  year 
auld  laffie,  but  feat  an'  tight,  lith  an'  limb, 
as  ony  grown  woman,  an  its  face  was  the 
downright  perfection  o'  beauty,  only  there 
was  fomething  wild  an'  unyirthly  in  its 
e'en,  that  couldna'  be  lookit  at,  faur  lefs 
defcribit:  it  didna'  moleft  them,  but  aye 
tai'gilt  on  about  the  buchte,  now  an'  then 
repeatin'  its  cry — "  Hae  ye  feen  Hewie 
Milburn  ?  " — sae  they  cam'  to  nae  ither 
conclufion  than  that  it  hed  tint  its  com- 
panion. When  my  Faither  an'  the  lafTes. 
left  the  buchte,  it  followed  them  hame  to 
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the  Hyndlee  kitchen,  where  they  ofFered  it 
yowe  brofe,  but  it  wad  na  tak'  ony thing, 
till  at  laft  a  neer-do-weel  callant  made  as  if 
he  wad  grip  it  wi'  a  pair  o'  reed  het  tangs, 
an'  it  appeared  to  be  offendit,  an*  gaed  awa 
doon  the  burnfide  cryin'  its  auld  cry,  eerier 
an  waefomer  than  ever,  and  difappeared  in 
a  bufli  o'  feggs."  (James  Telfer,  who 
refided  fome  time  in  Newcaftle,  died  in 
1862.) 


THE  fun  was  reid  as  a  furnace  mouthe 
As  he  fank  on  the  Ettricke  hyll; 
An'  the  gloamyn  gatherit  frae  the 
eaft, 

The  dowie  warld  to  fill. 

When  bonnie  Jeanie  Roole  flie  milkit  the 
yowes 

I'  the  buchte  aboon  the  Linne : 
An  they  were  wilde  an'  ill  to  weare, 
But  the  hinmoft  buchtfu'  was  in. 

"  Oh  !  milk  them  weel,  my  bonnie  Jeanie 
Roole," 
The  wilie  fhepherd  did  fay, 
"  An'  fmg  to  me  *  The  Keache  i*  the 
Creel,' 
To  put  the  time  awaie." 
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It's  fer  owre  late  at  e'en,  fliepherd/' 
Reply 'd  the  maiden  fair ; 
"The  Fairies  wad  hear,"  quo'  bonnie 
Jeanie  Roole, 
"  An'  wi'  loutin'  my  back  is  fair." 

He's  ta'en  her  round  the  middle  fae  fma'. 
While  the  yowes  ran  by  between, 

An'  out  o'  the  buchte  he's  laid  her  down 
All  on  the  dewye  greene. 

The  ftar  o'  luve  i'  the  eaftern  lift 

Was  the  only  e'e  that  faw— 
The  only  tongue  that  they  could  heare 

Was  the  Linn's  deep  murmurin'  fa'. 

Oh  !  who  can  tell  of  youthfu'  luve  ? 

Oh  !  who  can  ling  or  fay  ? 
It  is  a  theme  for  minftrel  mete, 

An'  yet  tranfcends  his  lay. 

It  is  a  thraldom,  well  I  weene 

To  hold  the  hearte  in  filke ; 
It  is  a  draught  to  craze  the  braine. 

Yet  mylder  than  the  milke. 
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"^^^H!  fing  me  the  feng,  my  bonnie 
^^^^        Jeanie  Roole— 

Now,  deareft,  fing  to  me ; 
The  angels  will  liften  at  yon  little  holes, 
An'  witnefs  my  vowes  to  thee." 

"I  may  na'  refufe,"  quo'  bonnie  Jeanie 
Roole, 

^    "  Sae  weel  ye  can  me  winne :  " 
An'  fhe  fat  in  his  airms  an'  fweetly  fiie  fang, 
An'  her  voice  rang  frae  the  Linne. 

The  likings  o'  that  filver  voice 
Might  weel  the  wits  beguile ; 

They  clearer  were  than  fliepherd's  pipe 
Heard  owre  the  hills  a  mile. 

The  liltin's  o'  that  filver  voice 

That  rofe  and  fell  fae  free, 
They  fafter  were  than  lover's  lute 

Heard  owre  the  fleepin'  fea. 

The  liltin's  o'  that  filver  voice 

Were  melodie  fae  true : 
They  fprang  up  through  the  welkin  wide 

To  the  heaven's  key-ftane  blue. 
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SING  on,  fing  on,  my  bonnie  Jeanie 
Roole, 

Sing  on  your  fang  fae  fweete : 
"  Now  Chryfte  me  fave ! "  quo'  the  bonnie 
lass, 

"Whence  comes  that  waefome  greete  ?" 

They  turned  their  gaze  to  the  mournin 
cleuch, 

Where  the  greeting  feemed  to  be, 
An'  there  they  faw  a  little  greene  bairn 
Come  owre  the  darkfome  lea. 

An'  aye  it  raifed  a  waefome  greet, 

Butte,  and  an'  eerie  crie, 
Until  it  cam'  to  the  buchte  fauld  end 

Where  the  winfome  paire  did  lye. 

It  lookit  around  wi'  its  fnail-cap  e'en, 
An'  wefliit  its  hands  i'  the  dewe. 

Then  turned  to  the  lift  its  grafs -green  face. 
An'  opened  its  goblin  mou'. 

An'  it.  raifed  a  youle  fae  loude  an'  lang, 

Sae  yerlifli  an'  fae  flirill. 
That  it  dirlit  up  through  the  twinklin'  holes 

The  fecond  lifte  until. 
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I TELL  the  tale  as  told  to  me, 
I  fweare  fo  by  my  faye : 
An'  whether  or  no  of  glamourie 
In  foothe  I  cannot  fay. 

The  youlin'  yowte  fae  yerlift  was, 

Butte,  an'  fae  lang  an'  loude, 
The  rifin'  moone  lyke  fafFron  grewe 

An'  holit  ahint  a  cloude. 

An'  rounde  the  boddom  o'  the  lifte 

It  rang  the  worild  through. 
An'  boomed  againft  the  milky  waie, 

Afore  it  clofed  its  mou'. 

The  neill  it  raifed  its  note  an'  fang 

Sae  witchingly  an'  fweet, 
The  moudies  poutelit  oot  o'  the  earth. 

An'  kiffed  the  finger's  feet. 

The  weazil  dunne  frae  the  auld  grey  cairn 
The  thieff  foumart  cam'  nigh : 

The  hurcheon  raxt  his  fcory  chafts 
An'  gapit  wi'  girnin'  joy. 
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THE  tod  he  cam'  frae  the  fcrethy  holes, 
An'  courit  fou'  cunninglie  : 
The  ftinkin'  brock  wi'  his  lang  lank 
lylke 

Shot  up  his  gruntle  to  fee. 

The  kid  an'  the  marten  ran  a  race 

Amang  the  dewie  ferne  : 
The  maukin  goggilt  i'  the  finger's  face 

Th'  enchantin'  notes  to  learne. 

The  perte  Uttle  elkis  curUt  their  tails. 

An'  dancit  a  mirthfome  reel : 
An'  the  tade  held  up  hir  auld  dunne  lufes, 

She  likit  the  fang  fae  weel. 

The  hern-feugh  cam'  frae  the  witch-peul  tree 
The  howlet  frae  dead-wood  howe  : 

An'  the  auld  gray  corbie  hoverit  abune 
While  teares  down  his  cheekes  did  flow. 

,  The  yowes  they  lap  oot  owre  the  buchte. 

An'  ikippit  upp  an'  down : 
An'  bonnie  Jeanie  Roole  i'  the  fliepherd's 
armes 

Fell  back-oot-owre  in  a  fwoon. 
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IT  might  be  glamourie  or  not— 
In  foothe  I  cannot  fay, 
It  was  the  witching  time  o'  nicht. 
The  hour  o'  gloamin'  gray, 
An'  flie  that  lay  in  her  lover's  airms 
I  wis  was  a  weel-faured  May. 


&  totere     little  Ecime? 
atf  mm     Ijomtie  Hu  ? 
atf  Mmit  0'  tfte  mm  ? 
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9tt'  tofim's;  tbt  place  o*  resit? 

©fie  eber  eftanfliV  Same— 
Iji't  tn  fte  goluan'jj  fireai^t 

&t  'neatfi  the  fieUs;    faem  ? 

CftorujS— ag  Itt  (an,  Ian  mi  u%  ttc. 
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(tCfie  fatrei^t  to&t  gou'U  finU 

Mu^i  ftabe  a  tamt  toi'ftin— 
Cfie  floliser  o'  tDomanltmti 

inae  Dpe  fier  ^reai^t  to  sltm 
®l)e  fo)r^gIobe  etipu  eoull  1)11115,, 

Cde  tagle  0'  i^t)ootm'  sitenie, 
an'  at  tfte  flia^ffg  rtnge 

WifU  plelvge  tfie  bluOi  0'  feme. 

Cficirusi— ag  Itt  Ian,  Ian  M  e'u,  etc. 
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anlr  toficn  (bt  iJluslfimg  moon 

£ltreamer£^  Muq,  ^oom 

Sapott  tier  top  U)tn  Ige : 
^tt  fiirsst  ftorne  toe'U  dire 

an'  quaffc  Ser  gellolB  trcUie, 
an'  {rae  6er  iosgatitiohie  laittie 

Cftf  iiirmn*  Iraie  toe^I!  bieto* 
Cfioruil— Itt  Ian,  ton  iJfl  u%  etf» 


[It  15  not  intended  to  disturb  the 
existing  belief  in  Hawkins,  Ra- 
leigh, or  Drake — but  these  speci- 
mens, found  in  an  English  elf-hill, 
are  manifestly  of  remote  antiquity, 
and  show  every  sign  of  considerable 
use.! 


THE  ftrain  rofe  high—the  ftrain  fell 
low, 

Then  fainted  fitfully : 
An'  bonnie  Jeanie  Roole  flie  lookit  up 
The  wild  finger  to  fee. 


•» 


She  lookit  high  to  the  bodynge  hiU, 
An'  laigh  to  the  darklin'  dene — 

An'  flie  hearit  the  foundes  ftill  ringin'  i 
the  lifte. 
But  naething  could  be  feen. 


She  held  her  breath  wi'  anxious  cart 

An  thocht  it  was  a  dream — 
But  an  eerie  nicher  flie  heard  i'  the  j^inne' 

An'  a  plitch-platch  i'  the  ftreame. 
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NEVER  a  word  fpak'  bonnie  Jeanie 
Roole, 

But—"  Shepherd  let  us  gang : " 
An*  never  mair,  at  a  gloamin'  buchte 
Wad  flie  fing  another  fang. 


turtfii  (otl^^r  tf)m  tl)ost  ^igmH)  oirtousIC? 
(nsraben  hj^ 

JOSEPH  CRAWHALL,  of  Newcastle-upon-Tyne, 
(Editor  of  the   Newcastle  Fisher^  Garlands  ;**  Author 
of  "  The  Compleatest  Angling  Booke,'*  "  Border  Notes 
&  Mixty-Maxtyl*  **Chaplets  from  Coquetsidel*  &e.) 
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